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Perfection is a fleeting moment between prolonged spells 
of imperfection. 

Author's Notes: 

My first Def Leppard fic. Prompted as part of Livejournal\'s \"Fanficl0O\". Prompt: Death. 


All concrit much welcomed [and, N'I wager, much needed], 


When he comes back to his senses, it's a month after the funeral and he's kissing Joe. And he doesn't want to 
be kissing Joe, nor does he want to be holding him like this, because it makes him feel guilty, as though he's 
doing something he ought not be doing. It never felt like that with Steve, but that was the thing - he never 
had time to think with Steve, it was always too heart-poundingly exciting and nerve-wracking and too fucking 
perfect with Steve. 


Joe's different. 


Joe's so different, and he's too busy feeling bad to think about how safe, and nice, and warm it is, because the 


only thing Phil is thinking is that the only other man he's ever kissed in his entire life has just been put in the 


ground, and won't ever be coming out again. 


When the tears do come, Joe just holds him close to his chest, and Phil can hear his heartbeat - that 
amazing, thrumming pulse which delineates life from everything else, and for a long time he listens like a man 


in the throes of some kind of drug induced stupor or religious experience. 


It hurts him, and he tries so hard, but no matter how he tries to, he can't keep out the wish that it had been 
Joe instead - how different it would be if it was Steve's chest he was laying on, Steve's fingers at the nape of 
his neck, and Steve's heartbeat in his ear. But it couldn't be, because part of the thing he'd loved so much 
about Steve was the fucked up thing that pushed him over - how fragile he was, and how deeply he felt 
everything, and how he'd do anything to feel things a little bit more. 


It frightened him too, which was why in the end he'd kept away, Sliding into the space of the music and he 
read the absolution letters that Steve sent him from the |2-step programme, and he forgave. Phil always 
forgave first, even quicker than Sav, just to get back to some kind of peace. He never felt wronged, though, 
when Steve would get high, or get drunk - he'd join in, sometimes, other times just knowing what it was like to 


skirt close to the edge. 
Which is why it had been such a shock. 


The phone call. He hadn't thought about it in any detail, but just as Joe's heartbeat was reassuring him that 
he was still alive, so the comfortable space in his arms was letting him think. Had he answered the phone, or 
had someone else? It was the pause, though, and the crack in Joe's voice as he spoke. It had been Joe, because 
Joe was the one they gave the shitty jobs to, was the one who was strong enough not to break down, and 
because it was Joe and Joe knew. 


All he'd said was "He's gone." And Phil knew everything, even though he didn't, and it made no fucking sense. But 


he didn't ask "who?" or "where?" because they were pointless questions. Who else would it be? 


Steve's father was frozen - an old Yorkshire man and his brothers weren't much more to speak of, so Joe 
took over everything. Joe who was everyone's best mate, and everyone's shoulder to lean on, had nobody to 
hold him up. At the funeral Phil was the only one who saw his step falter, and saw his hands shaking as he 
stood in front of fifty people - this giant who would bleed onstage in front of thousands was close to collapse. 
So Phil reached out for him, and at the burial spot, Phil focussed his attention on Joe, not on the wooden 
coffin, or the choked breaths of a man burying his son, nor on the fact that the body he had enjoyed, and the 
laughter he'd heard so much, and the heart he loved so dearly were going away from him. There were no 
grand gestures: no leaping on coffins, no loud proclamations or cursing of God, just silence. He just stood there, 


his arm tight around Joe, his hand pressing Sav's closer, all of them locked in their private pain. 


And then he'd gone home, and he'd picked up the bottle of whiskey that Steve had given him for his last 
birthday, and he hadn't stopped until the whole damn thing was empty. And he sat there a little longer, until he 


felt the sickness taking over him, and then he threw his guts up - from the alcohol, from the ache, and from 


the fucking waste. 


Three weeks he spent like that. If he could drink it, he drank it, if he could smoke it, he did. And it well into the 
fourth week when Joe had come around, and in his quiet way told him that he looked like hell. Which was true, 
he did, and even in the midst of his grief, his ego was piqued. When Joe told him there was no glory in going 
the same way, he hit him. But his heart wasn't in it, and Joe easily overpowered the smaller man, and they 


wrestled until Phil gave even that up, and rested there, feeling tiny and powerless and lost. 


Which is how he finds himself here, and Joe even smells reassuring, and he hates Joe and he loves Joe, and 
worst of all, he needs Joe, and being Joe, he's exactly where Phil needs him to be. And that, perversely, annoys 
him - because why wasn't Joe around when Steve needed him? Why wasn't Joe there instead of the weird 


girlfriend, or the stupid pills, or that ever present ache that Steve carried everywhere with him? Why? 


But then, where was he? Where was Phil, who loved Steve more than he thought was rational, when the shit 
hit the fan? Phil doesn't believe the rumours, that it was anything more than misjudgement, because it wasn't 
just Steve, but his Steve, and he was all about experience, not about ending it. No matter how dark it got, he 
wouldn't turn out the light, and Phil knew that, because they'd used words like forever, and Steve was a lot 


more reliable than Phil was. 


The pain slices through him again, and he presses his fingers more tightly over Joe's chest, feeling his 
heartbeat there. Who's going to spend forever with him now? And he feels, rather than hears Joe's murmur 


in his hair, and he knows it's soft, and pained and loving, because that's what Joe does. Joe always knows. 
"Fuck me, Joe." 


He can't believe the words are his own, but he's tired and feeling Joe beneath him like this is enough. Enough 
that his body will willingly respond to that which his mind is too frozen to feel. He moves, shifting, and is 
kissing Joe again and Joe's kissing him back, and they both know the story, and the pain, and they're both 
clinging to each other. Joe is bigger, and stronger, and for a minute Phil panics - it runs through him like ice, 
blistering him from the inside, and all he can see is the furrow of concern, but he kisses it away, and begs for 


more. Always for more. 


When he wakes up the next morning, it's the first day in too long that he doesn't have a hangover. 


